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The  Tryst 

Weimet  The^  aiiew 

In  our  trystings  at  even 

Thou  Palpitant  Presence, — 

In  beauty  enshrined: 

In  the  lush  intermovements  of  wild 
winds  about  uS, 

The  likings  of  Waters  agleam  in  the  bay. 

The  sun  lumined  splendors  unfolding 
before  us  ; 

The  dimness  of  mountains  far  fading 
away. 

And  we  pledged  Thee  our  homage 

In  wordless  devotion, 

* In  pulsing  emotion 

We  plighted  our  faith!  ; 

Ah,  life  may  be  broke  in  conflict’s  ; 
commotion, 

Or  grandly  allured  by  visions  high  born; 

Yet,  ne’er  will  we  fail  Thee  in  Duty’s 
Devotion, 

Btit  kee^  oUr  tryst  true,  till  Eternity’s 
morn! 

kODAYA. 
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Greetings! 


Be  your  own  self  at  your  very  best  all  the 
time” — This  is  the  very  first  editorial 
thought  of  The  Four-Folder.  This  chal- 
lenge will  be  our  continuing  and  enduring  thought 
until  the  Youth  of  our  land  have  all  learned  to 
know  and  to  live  “The  Jesus  Way.” 

We  want  you  to  like  The  Four- Folder.  It  is 
going  to  be  a friendly,  chummy  little  magazine 
that  will  find  its  way  into  your  heart  right  from 
the  very  start.  The  Four-Folder  will  bring  to  you 
items  of  news,  messages  of  inspiration,  salvos  of 
fun,  helpful  suggestions  for  personal  culture  and 
constructive  service  in  your  home,  church  and 
community. 

The  Four- Folder  will  bring  to  you  each  month  messages  from  MINI- 
SINO,  KINJI,  DAD,  and  WADJEPI.  Kicica,  “Rog,”  Canwicasa,  Kawin- 
jag,  Wowahoye,  Pajiwad,  Wabisi,  Chocorua,  Takodah,  Wichada,  “Fletch,” 
Sheboygo,  Waohoda,  Peematahacheegay,  Tanayho,  Wikaca,  Beth  Nutting, 
Saxie,  Bonnies  1 and  2,  Mother  Bryner  and  many  other  leaders,  also  will 
talk  to  us  from  time  to  time,  in  the  same  friendly  way  that  they  gave  us 
their  messages  on  the  Hillside. 

And  thus,  through  the  columns  of  our  own  friendly  little  “news  ex- 
change” we  shall  all  be  stimulated  in  our  determination  to  live  up  every 
day  to  the  challenge  to  be  “our  own  self  at  our  very  best  all  the  time.” 

P.  G.  O. 
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KinjVs  Column 

My  Comrades  of  the  Field  and  Camp : 

Everything  has  a beginning.  Even  the 
world  had  to  get  its  start.  So  it  is  with  “The 
Founders’  Four-Folder”  and  all  things. 

“The  Founders’  Four-Folder”  makes  its  in- 
itial bow  to  you  and  offers  itself  monthly  to 
you  to  renew  memories  of  worth-while  days 
that  are  past  and  to  offer  invitations  for 
greater  days  just  ahead. 

“The  Founders’  Four  Folder”  is  all  ours 
— yours  and  mine.  Its  pages  will  be  free  to 
you  Founders  and  what  you  write  other  comrades  will  eagerly 
read.  It  is  just  our  channel  of  keeping  in  touch  with  each  other 
as  we  fare  forth  on  our  Common  Pilgrimage  along  the  Jesus  Way. 

I hope  you  will  like  our  Four-Folder. 

It  would  be  hard  to  find  a more  fitting  name  for  the  little 
magazine  that  is  thus  to  bear  to  you  the  basic  things  of  our  Fellow- 
ship. It  represents  the  big,  compelling  ideal  of  balanced  living  to 
which  all  of  us  are  so  unitedly  committed.  May  we  jointly  hope 
that  “The  Founders’  Four-Folder”  will  rightly  reflect  and  point  us 
to  the  humility  and  usefulness  of  the  Jesus  Way. 

“The  Founders’  Four-Folder”  stands  for  Personality  tinged  with 
and  centered  in  the  Jesus  ideal.  It  stands  for  the  ever-widening 
development  of  the  Christian  Individual.  There  are  a thousand 
causes  from  which  one  may  choose  channels  of  service.  There  is 
but  one  Personality  in  each  individual  that  may  serve.  “The 
Founders’  Four-Folder”  aims  to  stimulate  the  intelligent,  growing 
individual  to  choose  wisely  in  order  to  serve  well.  It  urges  each 
individual  to  develop  to  the  limit  that  all  worthy  causes  may  be 
intelligently  upheld  and  strengthened.  Service  is  but  the  voice  of 
individual  effort.  Its  crown  is  the  joining  of  individual  effort  with 
other  individual  effort  in  the  Chri«?tian  Enterprise  of  introducing 
the  Jesus  Way.  It  consciously  and  intelligently  is  co-operative  in 
its  quest  of  the  best. 

“The  Founders’  Four-Folder”  is  personalistic  in  its  philosophy. 
It  centers  about  the  Jesus  Ideal,  the  “Human  Life  of  God”  in  every- 
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day  living.  It  believes  that  all  weakness  lies  in  the  human  metal. 

“The  Founders’  Four-Folder”  will  serve  as  the  official  mouth- 
piece of  the  Older  Boys’  and  Older  Girls’  Camp  Conferences  of  The 
American  Youth  Foundation — “The  Personality  Camps.”  The 
Discovery  and  Training  of  Christian  leadership  among  Young 
People,  is  a gripping,  growing  ancd  expanding  idea.  “The  Found- 
ers’ Four-Folder”  will  strive  to  express  the  objectives  and  plans  of 
the  Foundation  in  its  contribution  to  Leadership  Discovery  and 
Training.  It  will  give  publicity  to  these  objectives  and  plans.  The 
Foundation  Summer  Camp  Conferences  will  thus  share  the  pages  of 
“The  Founders’  Four-Folder.” 

“The  Founders’  Four-Folder”  will  stress  from  time  to  time  the 
things  of  interest  in  the  life  and  times  of  young  people.  It  will, 
likewise,  offer  its  contribution  to  Youth’s  Leadership.  In  such 
service,  it  will  seek  to  be  Christ-Centered  and  Youth-Centered.  It 
will  also  emphasize  Church  Co-Relation  in  programs  of  religious 
education  among  young  people. 

This  is  the  Birthday  of  “The  Founders’  Four-Folder.”  Can  we 
hope  to  have  you  introduce  us  to  others,  who  like-minded  with  us 
seek  the  same  high  things?  We  welcome  you  to  our  fellowship  and 
family.  Our  Birthday,  we  hope  is  the  beginning  of  a new,  helpful 
epoch  for  young  people. 

J.  L.  A. 


The  December  issue  of  “THE  FOUNDERS’  FOUR- 
FOLDER” will  announce  the  location  and  dates  of 
The  American  Youth  Foundation 

1925  Older  Boys’  and  Older 
Girls’  Camp-Conferences 

We  cordially  invite  you  to  REGISTER  RIGHT  NOW 
and  be  with  us  to  help  build  camp  traditions  next 
summer. — Kinji,  Wadjepi,  Dad, 

USE  ENCLOSED  CAMP  REGISTRATION  APPLICATION 
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Chats  With  Dad 

Jesus  was  the  pioneer  Four-folder.  J ust 
why  it  took  His  followers  so  long  to  “see  life 
clearly  and  to  see  it  whole”  is  a mystery,  but 
when  the  idea  of  the  four-fold  life  does  grip, 
it  takes  hold  with  an  ever-tightening  grasp. 

Humanity  shows  distinct  levels  in  the 
development  of  the  accepted  leader.  The 
character-forming  forces  have  always  ex- 
isted, but  in  varying  combinations,  and 
their  relative  worths,  during  the  course  of 
the  years,  show  a remarkable  and  steadily 
advancing  change.  At  the  beginning  it  was 
the  sheerly  physical — height  and  strength 
filling  the  view.  Later  the  brain  with  its  subtleties  of  power 
carried  the  day  over  brawn.  The  man  who  hit  on  new  tools  for 
peace  or  war  came  to  the  front.  But  from  the  purely  mental  it 
is  a long  ways  to  the  heights.  The  hope  of  the  world  lies  in  another 
ideal,  dimly  discerned  at  present,  unfolding  itself  with  sobering 
slowness,  but  which  will  in  the  end  take  full  possession  oi  the  field 
and  bring  all  others  into  harmony. 

O Lord  and  Master  of  us  all, 

Whate’er  our  name  or  sign, 

We  own  Thy  sway,  we  hear  Thy  call, 

We  test  our  lives  by  Thine. 

R.  A.  W. 


ENROLL  as  a Founder 
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The  1925  Camp  Conferences 

The  International  Council  of  Religious  Education  has  an- 
nounced Camp  Conferences  for  1925.  Announcements  of  these 
camps  were  made  this  past  summer  in  all  of  the  six  camps  con- 
ducted by  The  American  Youth  Foundation.  Registration  cards 
were  furnished  the  campers  and  all  registrations  received  were 
turned  over  to  the  International  Council  office  at  the  close  of  the 
.‘summer  camps. 

I have  seen  no  detailed  announcement  of  the  program  of  the 
International  Camps.  I hope  that  its  plans  and  its  leadership  will 
be  so  worked  out  that  the  camps  will  be  teeming  with  boys  and 
girls,  and  that  from  them  there  will  be  sent  back  into  every  church 
a leadership  which  will  support  the  very  highest  standards  of 
Christian  education. 

After  traveling  all  over  the  country,  I have  reached  the  deep 
conviction  that  a type  of  summer  camp  conferences  should  also  be 
continued  under  the  genius  and  unique  leadership  of  Mr.  Alexander, 
Mr.  Waite  and  Mr.  Orwig.  Consequently,  The  Christian  Leader- 
ship Training  Division  of  the  American  Youth  Foundation  will 
endeavor  to  conduct  Founders  Research  Camps  in  1925  under  these 
men.  The  sites  are  being  selected.  Dates  will  be  announced  later. 
The  Founders  who  attend  these  camps  will  be  pioneers  and  trail 
blazers  in  more  than  one  sense  of  the  word.  We  may  sleep  in  tents 
or  even  roll  up  in  a blanket  with  the  soft  side  of  a stone  for  our 
couch.  Wherever  we  go  and  whatever  we  do,  we  will  strive  to 
produce  Leaders.  There  may  be  trials  and  hardships,  but  through 
them  all  real  Founders  will  be  developed. 

Thus  the  youth  of  America  will  be  offered  next  year  these 
additional  training  centers  for  the  discovery  and  training  of  Chris- 
tian leaders.  It  is  hoped  that  camps  will  multiply  even  more 
rapidly  in  coming  years. 

Through  the  International  Camps  and  the  American  Youth 
Foundation  Camps  may  our  boys  and  girls  become  more  faithful 
followers  of  our  Master. 

, WM.  H.  DANFORTH. 


ENROLL  as  a Founder 
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Six  in  One 

Being  a Story  of  the  High  Spots  of  the  Big  Summer  of  1924 
Night  Time — 

A loud  rattling  noise,  a series  of  terrific  explosions,  a succession 
of  snorts  and  pants,  following  which  a small  nonde-script  object 
on  four  wheels  slid  around  the  turn  in  the  road,  sneaked  up  the 
front  porch  of  the  Camp  Headquarters,  gave  one  convulsive 
shudder,  and  stood  still. 

For  a moment  there  was  no  indication  of  life  about  the  peculiar 
contraption  and  it  looked  as  though  it  had  just  “rambled  in.” 
The  silence,  however,  was  short  lived,  for  just  at  this  juncture  a 
series  of  grunts  and  groans  betrayed  the  presence  of  living  objects 
which  seemed  to  be  safely  hidden  somewhere  within  the  interior 
of  the  machine.  A flashlight  was  produced  by  someone  and  this 
proved  to  be  of  material  aid  in  the  process  of  unscrambling  what 
proved  to  be  a considerable  mass  of  twisted  legs,  torsos  and  heads. 
Eventually,  each  occupant  of  the  vehicle  having  satisfied  himself 
that  he  had  collected  and  identified  the  various  parts  of  his  anatomy, 
proceeded  to  make  a determined  attempt  to  dig  out  from  under 
a stack  of  suitcases,  hand  bags,  cooking  and  camping  equipment, 
blankets,  ponchos,  and  other  paraphernalia  too  numerous  to 
mention. 

In  a short  time  we  were  able  to  identify  the  occupants  of  the  car 
(for  it  was  a car,)  five  in  number,  among  whom  were  Joe  Mor- 
ledge.  Bill  Alexander,  and  Quincy  McDowell.  They  had  traveled 
over  700  miles  to  camp  in  an  old  second-hand  Ford  car  which  they 
had  chipped  in  and  bought  for  the  occasion.  They  had  traveled 
day  and  night,  stopping  only  for  gas,  oil  and  eats,  arriving  in  camp 
a full  day  before  camp  was  due  to  get  under  way.  The  health  of 
the  party  was  reported  good;  and  we  are  happy  to  report  that  no 
bones  were  broken. 

This  was  but  the  start  of  a steady  stream  of  flivvers  and  pedes- 
trians which  poured  into  camp  during  the  next  twenty-four  hours. 
Two  fellows  from  Jersey  pulled  in  about  one  a.  m.,  the  next  morn- 
ing and  rather  than  disturb  the  camp  they  bunked  out  all  night 
in  their  car.  Since  “disturbing  the  camp”  would  have  meant  dis- 
turbing the  writer  of  this  chronicle,  due  recognition  of  the  thought- 
fulness of  the  Jersey  fellows  is  hereby  given. 
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Dear  Campers: 

I am  greeting  you  with  a little  poem,  “The  Tryst,’’  which  will  be 
found  on  the  inside  front  cover,  because  I feel  that  the  intensified  sense 
of  God  and  duty  which  comes  to  all  of  us  in  our  camp  life,  and  par- 
ticularly during  our  vespers,  is  the  most  enduring  spiritual  achievement 
of  all  our  camps.  Am  rejoicing  with  you  that  we  are  to  continue  under 
the  leadership  of  Minisino,  Kinji,  Wadjepi  and  Dad.  The  Four-Fold 
Fellowship  spirit  forever! 

O.  W.  WARM  INGHAM  (Kodaya). 


The  next  morning  A1  Hoffman,  “Tweet  tweet”  Bird  and  Ed 
Ufford  rolled  in  on  a little  baby  roadster,  and  a little  later  came 
Bob  Lincoln,  Mel  Sheahen,  Harlie  Hogeboom  and  their  bunch  from 
New  York  State.  These  fellows  had  the  prize  “wreck”  of  the 
outfit.  They  bought  the  “Lizzie”  just  a few  hours  before  starting 
for  camp,  bolted  and  nailed  the  thing  together,  took  aboard  a 
supply  of  oil  and  gas  and  off  they  went.  The  outstanding  character- 
istic of  the  car  was  its  exhaust  pipe,  which  had  become  detached 
right  up  under  the  front  seat.  You  could  hear  them  coming  a mile 
away  and  all  the  populace  invariably  was  out  to  greet  them. 
As  the  car  had  no  horn,  each  fellow  took  his  turn  imitating  a 
Klaxon.  The  nurse  treated  the  gang  for  sore  throats  immediately 
upon  arrival.  They  made  the  grade,  however,  but  were  not  so 
fortunate  on  the  return  trip,  for  when  they  were  about  half  way 
home  the  old  boat  dropped  to  pieces  and  the  fellows  had  to  sell  it 
for  old  junk,  after  which  they  worked  their  way  home  as  best  they 
could . 

Then  came  the  “hikers.”  “Red”  Enoch  from  Reading,  Penn- 


A wonderful  opportunity  has  been  mine  during  ten  years  as  Camp 
Mother  of  the  older  girls  Camp  in  Wisconsin.  It  has  been  a privilege 
to  mingle  with  hundreds  of  girls  and  their  leaders  from  east,  west,  north 
and  south  and  to  watch  the  lives  of  many  lovely  girls  as  they  have 
blossomed  into  young  womanhood  and  real  leadership.  Something 
of  the  Jesus'  Spirit  must  linger  with  every  girl,  because  of  the  high  ideals 
of  such  a camp,  even  if  attendance  was  limited  to  a single  year.  My 
own  life  has  been  enriched  by  association  with  all  of  my  camp  daughters. 

God  bless  you,  every  one. 


MOTHER  BRYNER. 
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“Comrades,  bound  my  memories  many”  Greetings! 

My  word  to  you  as  strivers  of  the  Four-Fold  Life  is: 

“Carry  on!  Carry  on! 

Fight  the  good  fight  and  true  , 

Believe  in  your  mission,  Greet  life  with  a cheer, 

There’s  big  work  to  do,  and  that’s  why  you  are  here 
Carry  on!  Carry  on!” 

“Look  up  and  not  down 
Look  forward  and  not  back.” 

Yours  in  the  spirit  of  the  “Jesus  Way,” 

RUTH  A.  CARTER  (“Bosco”). 


sylvania,  covered  over  600  miles  on  twenty-seven  cents,  and  just 
to  show  that  he  was  no  piker  when  it  comes  to  hiking,  when  ‘^Red” 
returned  home  he  made  the  journey  by  way  of  Mt.  Washington 
• and  Niagara  Falls.  He  covered  a distance  of  nearly  1,000  miles 
on  a total  expenditure  of  something  over  thirty- two  cents.  John 
Grove  from  Williamsport,  Pa.,  and  Harley  Clapsaddle  from  Gettys- 
burg, Pa.,  were  among  the  nine  fellows  who  hit  the  concrete  to 
camp. 

By  supper  time,  July  1st,  everybody  had  arrived  and  this  session 
marked  the  beginning  of  the  greatest  boys’  camp  conference  ever 
held  in  New  Hampshire.  It  was  also  the  first  of  what  proved  to 
be  the  most  successful  series  of  Camp  Conferences  ever  held. 
From  the  time  of  the  arrival  of  Joe  Morledge  and  his  outfit,  on 
June  30th,  in  the  camp  in  New  Hampshire,  until  the  departure  of 
Don  Alexander  and  his  ‘‘Wow-bird”  on  September  1st,  at  the  close 
of  the  Boys’  Camp  in  Wisconsin,  there  was  one  grand  succes.sion 
of  thrills  and  good  times,  as  the  more  than  thirteen  hundred 
campers  and  leaders,  from  all  parts  of  North  America,  worked  and 


Greetings  to  the  believers  in  the  Kingdom  ideal;  the  four-fold  life;  the 
Jesus  way  of  living. 

Everything  Jesus  touched  He  ennobled,  enriched  and  exalted.  The 
neglected  sick — hospitals.  The  disgraceful  cross — emblem  of  sac- 
rificial service.  Insignificant  childhood — symbol  of  the  Kingdom. 

Jesus  invested  His  life  in  persons.  The  Kingdom  is  for  persons. 
Organizations  and  institutions  are  but  means  to  growth  in  personality. 
For  this  the  Four-Folder  stands.  How  are  you  investing  yourself  for 
the  Kingdom? 

Success  to  all  your  efforts  to  render  sacrificial  service  for  your  ideals. 

RAYMOND  G.  FLETCHER. 
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Greetings  to  the  Best  Bunch  in  the  World! 

Shades  of  Evolu,  Julia,  Abie  and  all  things  Camp.  They  all  came  to 
life  again  last  Friday  night  when  about  a hundred  campers  from  Boston 
and  vicinity  banquetted  together.  Picture  any  camp  dining-room  at 
meal  time  and  you  can  fairly  hear  that  crowd!  The  close  of  the  eve- 
ning was  characteristically  Camp.  We  sang  “Faith  of  Our  Fathers,’ 
joined  in  simultaneous  prayer  and  sang  again  very  softly 
“O  Lord  and  Master  of  us  all 
Whate’er  our  name  or  sign 
We  own  Thy  sway,  we  hear  Thy  call 
We  test  our  lives  by  Thine.’’ 

And  I said  again,  “Isn’t  it  great  to  be  a Camper?’’ 

EDITH  BALDWIN. 


played  together  in  the  six  camps  in  the  ‘‘Jesus  Way”  which  is 
“The  Four-Fold  Way.” 

The  spirit  of  the  campers  this  past  summer  was  simply  wonder- 
ful. Every  fellow  and  girl  seemed  constantly  to  vie  with  each 
other,  to  see  who  could  put  the  most  into,  and  get  the  most  out  of, 
the  camp  conferences.  And  the  leaders,  the  most  outstanding 
group  we  have  ever  had  in  the  camps,  fairly  outdid  themselves  in 
their  efforts  to  make  the  biggest  possible  contribution  to  the  lives 
of  the  campers.  The  attitude  and  spirit  of  the  leaders  on  the  Head- 
quarters and  Faculty  staff,  is  reflected  in  their  messages  to  the 
campers,  which  appear  in  this  number  of  The  Founders'  Four-Folder. 
Rarely,  if  ever,  has  there  been  such  another  outstanding  group  of 
men  and  women,  who,  believing  thoroughly  in  the  possibilities  of 
youth  for  training  in  Kingdom  leadership,  have  banded  themselves 
together  for  the  purpose  of  working  out  plans  and  developing  a 
technique  in  camp  conference  administration  the  objective  of 
which  is  to  produce  the  largest  possible  results  in  the  preparation  of 
outstanding  Christian  young  people  for  their  life  tasks. 


“Just  as  Broadway  is  more  than  a street,  just  as  Gibraltar  is  more 
than  a rock,  just  as  the  Twentieth  Century  is  more  than  a train”  is 
our  Camp  Conference  more  than  a Camp.  It  stands  for  a philosophy 
of  living  that  has  made  life  worth  while  for  hundreds  of  us.  It  is  more 
than  a Camp,  for  it  knows  no  limits  in  time  or  in  location.  Its  message 
is  made  universal  and  daily  by  its  loyal  sons  and  daughters. 

To  all  these  sons  and  daughters,  then,  do  I offer  my  greetings  through 
the  first  issue  of  The  Founders’  Four  Folder.  May  the  coming  issues 
of  this  little  magazine  bind  us  closer  together  in  our  Four-Fold  frater- 
nity, and  help  us  to  spread  the  Camp  message  of  abundant  life  all  the 
time,  wherever  we  are! 

CLARENCE  N.  WRIGHT  (Wo-Wa-Ho-Ye) . 
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It’s  a great  thing  to  be  able  to  greet  all  the  campers  and  leaders  since 
1914  through  the  pages  of  our  new  little  magazine.  As  soon  as  I sent 
my  greetings  to  you,  I’m  going  to  hold  my  breath  until  the  Four-Folder 
brings  me  greetings  from  all  over  this  land  of  ours.  We  are  a big  array 
of  young  people,  who,  because  of  the  past  ten  years  of  our  camp  fellow- 
ship, have  discovered  how  to  live  the  more  abundant  life.  May  the 
coming  years  work  untold  progress  in  enlarging  and  enriching  our 
joyous  array  of  young  people  in  His  service. 

Best  wishes  to  you  all. 

JO  ROYER  THOMAS. 


I just  wish  it  were  possible  to  write  up  in  detail  the  doings  of  all 
the  camps.  This  of  course  is  impossible,  so  we  can  barely  touch 
the  high  spots.  The  Big  Fourth  of  July  Political  Convention  was 
the  outstanding  event  of  the  Boys’  Camp  in  New  Hampshire. 
During  the  afternoon,  a group  of  the  leaders  built  a speaker’s  plat- 
form on  the  lawn  in  front  of  the  Inn.  Poles  were  stuck  up  to  mark 
the  limits  of  the  “Convention  Hall.’’  Crepe  paper  of  various  hues, 
and  home  made  paper  lanterns  formed  the  decorations.  Each 
State  had  its  specific  location  in  the  Convention  Hall,  the  sections 
being  blocked  off  with  streamers  of  crepe  paper.  The  “Old  Guard’’ 
— the  Senators  and 'the  Cabinet — in  other  words  the  Headquarters 
and  Faculty  Staffs — had  a special  block  of  seats  right  up  in  front 
of  the  platform.  The  grand  “perade’’  started  from  the  barn  at 
8:04  p.  m.  Everything  on  wheels  within  two  miles  of  the  camp 
was  requisitioned  for  the  procession.  This  included  all  the  flivvers, 
one  mowing  machine,  one  buck-board,  one  tally-ho,  a hay  rake,  a 
wheel-barrow  and  a lawn  mower.  A prize  was  offered  to  the  most 
uniquely  dressed  delegation.  Cow-boys,  clowns,  Indians,  Ku- 


Wouldn’t  it  be  fine  if  all  the  campers  and  leaders  could  sit  down  to  a 
fellowship  supper  together?  If  we  could  all  get  together  to  enjoy  it, 
there  wouldn’t  be  a place  big  enough,  there  are  so  many  of  us.  I 
imagine  every  single  one  of  us  is  enjoying  some  of  that  fellowship 
which  we  would  have  by  being  together,  as  we  are  all  reading  and  enjoy- 
ing this  first  number  of  the  Four  Folder.  Then  all  of  us  feel  the  Jesus 
Spirit  as  we  read  and  think  over  camp.  If  we  all  keep  this  spirit  burn- 
ing in  our  hearts  and  shining  in  our  lives,  we  shall  always  enjoy  the 
Four-Fold  Fellowship  wherever  we  are. 

MARY  VIRGINIA  HOWARD. 
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To  the  Four-Folder  Family: 

In  the  days  gone  by  we  were  happy  together,  but  those  were  only 
days  of  preparation  and  prophecy.  Now  the  real  days  have  come! 
Who  can  tell  what  great  things  the  future  has  for  us,  if  we  work  together 
for  the  discovery  and  development  of  personality  and  leadership? 
“Eye  hath  not  seen,  nor  ear  heard,  neither  have  entered  into  the  heart 
of  man,  the  things  which  God  hath  prepared  for  them  that  love  him.” 
‘With  glad  memories  of  all  the  good  old  days,  and  with  highest  hopes 
for  the  better  days  to  come,  I am  always 

Your  friend, 

EARLE  A.  BROOKS  (Canwicassa). 


Kluxers,  fair  maidens  and  juvenile  prodigies  were  much  in  evidence, 
Dad  Waite  being  the  leader  of  the  latter  group.  Red  lights,  Roman 
candles,  and  cannon  crackers  helped  to  enliven  the  occasion. 

Arriving  at  the  Convention  Hall,  the  delegates  took  their  seats 
and  the  show  was  on.  There  was  much  jockeying  among  the  various 
political  groups  in  the  matter  of  electing  a permanent  chairman. 
An  amicable  settlement  was  made  however,  through  the  selection 
of  Chief  Kinji-gissis.  Then  came  the  nomination  speeches.  Wad- 
jepi  sponsored  Bill  Bryan,  using  as  his  chief  argument  the  fact 
that  it  was  through  Bill’s  efforts  that  a great  humanitarian  bill 
had  been  passed  calling  for  the  establishment  of  a National  Onion 
Day  which  requires  all  onion  eaters  to  eat  their  onions  on  one  and 
the  same  day. 

The  speech  of  the  Convention,  however,  was  made  by  “Dearest” 
Cowper,  who  sponsored  the  nomination  of  Andrew  Pluvious  Gump 
— “Pluvious,”  as  “Dearest”  stated,  because  Mr.  Gump  was  wet. 
Being  good  Volsteaders,  the  Convention  turned  down  the  wet 
candidate  and  nominated  Bill — -“Kodaya”  Bryan,  who  accepted 


Papini  Says: 

“Every  ascent  is  a pledge  of  descent,  a promise  to  come  down.” 
In  a redwood  forest  in  California,  I saw  giant  sequoias  encircled  by 
younger  giants,  all  of  which  had  sprung  from  the  original  root. 

Campers,  after  our  “ascent”  in  camp,  shall  we  not  fulfill  our  “prom- 
ise to  come  down,”  by  encircling  ourselves  with  a community  group 
of  Four-Folders  sprung  from  the  beauty  and  sweetness  of  the  Christ 
spirit  in  us?  Thus  shall  our  Fellowship  grow,  advancing  camp  ideals, 
and  challenging  our  beloved  America  to  be  really  Christian  in  industry, 
politics,  business  and  social  life. 

HELEN  GILL  LOVETT  (Waohoda)  . 
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Dear  Campers: 

As  I send  you  these  greetings  (which,  by-the-way  are  my  very  warm- 
est variety)  I am  sitting  on  the  edge  of  my  chair  with  my  hand  on 
my  head  waiting  for  more  details  regarding  those  super  camps  of  1925 
— toward  which  my  face  will  be  turned  as  soon  I as  know  where  to 
turn  it. 

Hoping  you  are  the  same,  I am 

Yours  for  the  future, 

BETH  NUTTING. 


the  nomination  with  a charming  and  eloquent  speech.  It  was 
whispered  that  there  was  much  swopping  of  votes  on  the  part  of 
the  various  state  delegations  and  the  old  guard  and  that  Bill  was 
nominated  when  nobody  was  looking.  Be  that  as  it  may,  Bill 
accepted,  and  expects  to  be  elected.  A pleasing  diversion  to  the 
program  of  the  evening  was  had  when  certain  frisky  members  of 
the  Irreconcilables  Group  shot  off  sky  rockets  and  fire  crackers  in 
the  five-foot  space  in  front  of  the  Speaker’s  platform.  By  dis- 
playing great  agility  the  various  speakers  succeeded  in  dodging 
the  bombardment  and  the  Convention  proceeded  to  transact  the 
business  in  hand.  A huge  bonfire  and  fire-works  display  in  the 
Southwest  Meadow,  followed  the  adjournment  of  the  Convention, 
following  which  huge  quantities  of  weinies  and  rolls  were  consumed 
by  the  hungry  mob. 

Two  other  items  of  special  interest  marked  the  Boys’  Camp. 
The  first  was  “The  Storm,”  and  oh,  what  a storm  it  was.  For  a 
while  it  looked  as  if  all  of  the  tents  and  some  of  the  smaller  buildings 


The  other  day  as  I was  reading  Paul’s  letter  to  the  Philippians  1 
found  this  verse:  “Never  be  scared  for  a second  by  your  opponents; 
let  me  have  the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  you  are  standing  firm  in 
the  common  spirit,  fighting  side  by  side  as  one  man  for  the  faith  of 
the  Gospel.” 

Somehow  that  seemed  to  me  to  be  the  Four  Fold  Spirit  back  in  that 
old  book  we  all  love!  Wherever  you  are,  whatever  you  are  doing, 
whatever  men  say,  however  folks  criticise,  never  scared,  always  fight- 
ing for  the  Gospel — go  to  it  Comrades,  all — and  God  go  with  you! 

BONNIE. 
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The  years  that  have  succeeded  1914  have  gradually  widened  my 
circle  of  friendship.  In  1920  it  admitted  the  girls  of  the  New  Hamp- 
shire Camp.  In  1922  the  girls  of  Colorado  were  added;  and  now  when 
I think  “Camp”  I visualize  an  army  of  girls  all  of  whose  lives  have  been 
illumined  by  the  light  of  one  of  these  campfires.  My  life  has  been  made 
brighter  by  your  friendship  and  my  hope  for  each  of  you  is  that  wher- 
ever you  are  the  flame  of  loyalty  to  the  Four-Fold  idea  may  never  be 
extinguished  in  your  life. 

HELEN  PALK  (Sheboygo). 


would  be  carried  away.  Thanks  to  the  fellows,  who  heroically 
hung  on  to  the  platforms  and  scaffolding,  everything  managed  to 
stay  put  and  in  half  an  hour  the  sun  was  shining  brightly  and  all 
danger  was  past. 

The  other  incident  was  the  ‘Tire  Alarm.”  “Venus”  Shewed 
returning  from  a tr  ip  to  Meredith  in  one  of  the  flivvers  saw  it  first 
from  a hill  three  miles  out  of  camp.  Stepping  on  the  gas,  “Venus” 
made  a record  run  into  camp  and  reported  the  fire  to  the  camp 
manager.  In  response  to  the  call  for  Volunteer  Fire  Fighters, 
everybody  in  camp  armed  themselves  with  brooms,  rakes,  shovels, 
clubs,  young  trees,  boards,  buckets — empty  and  full  of  water — fire 
extinguishers,  etc.,  and  made  one  wild  dash  for  the  woods  beyond 
the  west  meadow.  Excitement  ran  high — the  woods  on  fire,  high 
wind,  dry  grass  in  meadow,  speed  up  ahead  there,  come  on  let’s 
go.  It  was  a motley  crew  and  it  looked  like  a mob  scene  in  a movie 
melodrama.  The  fire  proved  to  be  in  the  garbage  dump  and  when 
the  throng  of  fire  fighters  appeared,  two  men  seemed  to  have  it 
well  under  control,  much  to  the  disappointment  of  everybody 

“Ain’t  we  got  Fun?”  Why,  “I  never  knew  I could  have  such  a grand 
time,”  We’re  not  “yawning  in  the  morning”  and  as  most  of  us  are 
“Shingle  Belles”  we’re  not  “always  behind  like  an  old  cow’s  tail.” 

“In  the  Blue  Ridge  Mountains  of  Virginia”  “There’s  a long,  long 
trail  a-winding”  right  up  to  our  camp  where  “I’d  like  to  be  a friend  of 
yours”  to  the  end  of  each  perfect  day;  and  where  when  “Fading  light 
dims  the  sight”  “How  lovely  is  the  Evening.” 

“Till  we. meet  agin”  “We  will  follow  the  Gleam.” 

for 

“Day  is  done,  gone  the  sun 
From  the  lake,  from  the  hill. 

From  the  sky; 

All  is  well!  safely  rest, 

God  is  nigh!” 

MRS.  JOHN  L.  ALEXANDER. 


The  Four-Folder 


Page  Fifteen 


“In  cadence,  exercise”  still  comes  to  mind  as  I dream  of  the  camp 
days  of  the  past  and  visualize  the  more  glorious  days  of  the  future. 
It  is  to  the  future  we  must  look,  with  visions  clear,  minds  keen,  and 
bodies  on  edge  for  each  tomorrow.  Are  you  keeping  in  condition? 
Are  you  doing  your  daily  “Cal”?  Or  have  you  slipped  back  into  the 
old  indolent  attitude?  The  challenge  of  tomorrow  demands  our  best. 
Are  you  preparing  to  answer  it? 

“HOBE”  HILL. 


present.  In  ten  minutes  everybody  was  back  in  the  schedule 
again,  making  up  for  lost  time.  We’ll  draw  the  curtain  on  the 
Boys’  Camp  by  announcing  that  the  Annual  Baseball  Game 
between  the  campers  and  leaders  resulted  in  a win  for  the  campers. 
Soft  music,  please. 

Enter  the  Girls 

After  two  very  wonderful  weeks,  the  Boys’  camp  came  to  a close, 
the  fellows  packed  their  grips  and  departed,  and  immediately  the 
girls  moved  in.  And  it  was  ‘‘some  move”  too,  for  by  four-thirty 
o’clock  the  afternoon  of  their  arrival,  every  inch  of  space  in  the 
camp  was  taken,  every  bed  was  assigned  and  there  was  still  a dozen 
girls  without  a place  to  sleep.  The  situation  was  explained  to  the 
manager  of  a Boys’  Camp,  five  miles  down  the  lake,  and  he  most 
generously  offered  to  loan  us  enough  cots  to  take  care  of  the  over- 
flow. Five  new  tents  were  erected  to  house  the  girls,  two  young 
circus  tents  were  rigged  up  for  class  room  purposes,  the  one  end^of 
the  chicken-coop  was  knocked  out  to  make  more  room  for  the 
assembly,  additional  tables  were  built  for  the  dining-room,  the 


The  great  Chief  asks  me,  as  a leader,  to  extend  greetings  in  one  hun- 
dred words  through  the  Four-Folder  to  all  camper  comrades. 

One  hundred  words  for  eleven  years  of  achievement.  It  has  been  my 
pleasure  to  have  known  intimately  some  of  the  boys  and  girls  and  most 
of  the  leaders  who  have  participated  in  that  memorable  camp  in  1914. 
I have  watched  the  camp  spirit  like  a flame  spread  through  and  over 
the  country  and  kindle  the  fire  into  the  hearts  of  thousands  of  campers. 

The  idea  will  never  die.  Too  much  of  light,  and  warmth,  and  health, 
has  come  from  the  flame.  Let’s  carry  on! 

WALTER  C.  MOORE. 
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To  the  Campers  on  the  Trail  of  the  Jesus  Way — Greetings! 

For  four  years  I have  known  you,  followers  of  the  Four-fold  Life. . 
It  is  not  hard  to  send  you  greetings.  Every  summer  the  Lakes  and  the 
Mountains,  the  Wind  and  Sun  and  Trees  give  to  you  the  greetings 
which  the  Father  God  has  for  those  who  step  into  places  of  leadership 
for  his  Kingdom  is  not  in  wood  or  stone,  in  places  or  things,  but  only 
in  the  lives  of  folks. 

There  is  an  old  fashioned  motto — “keep  on  keepin’  on.”  Well — 
just  do\  Having  begun  your  training,  continue  to  the  end  for  leadership 
demands  complete  training — not  merely  a start. 

As  the  years  go  by,  may  our  trails  meet  again! 

O.  G.  HERBRECHT. 


Council  of  the  Bow  was  enlarged  and  with  these  few  ad j ustments 
the  camp  over  250  strong,  was  all  set  to  go.  And  “go”  they  did. 
Never  was  finer  spirit  shown  than  in  the  Girls’  camp.  Some  idea 
of  the  quality  of  this  “spirit”  was  shown  by  the  attitude  of  the 
girls  on  the  second  night  in  camp.  Everything  was  all  set  to  spend 
the  evening  in  the  enlarged  council  of  the  Bow.  Just  as  Minisino 
finished  speaking  at  the  Tryst  service,  big  drops  of  rain  began  to 
fall  and  soon  there  was  a perfect  deluge.  One  of  the  character- 
istically smooth  shifts  of  program  was  made,  a big  fire  was  lighted 
in  the  huge  fire-place  in  the  lobby  of  the  Inn,  the  girls  squatted  on 
the  floor  in  tribal  groups,  and  the  fun  began.  It  was  a hilarious 
evening,  chuck  full  of  unexpected  situations,  fun,  songs,  stunts, 
“rounds”  and  yells.  The  girls,  old  and  new,  entered  into  the  doings 
of  the  evening  in  a manner  that  caused  an  over-night  visitor  in 
camp  to  gasp  with  astonishment.  “Had  I not  known,”  she  said 
“that  the  first  session  of  this  camp  was  held  less  than  twenty-four 
hours  ago,  I would  certainly  have  thought  that  the  camp  had  been 
in  operation  fully  a month.  I marvel  at  the  thoroughness  of  your 


The  thrill  that  the  knowledge  of  all  that  the  Jesus  Spirit  has  caused 
the  host  of  campers  of  the  past  eleven  years  to  accomplish  is  a real 
experience.  The  joy  of  a task  done  a little  better  than  some  other 
would  do  it,  is  a satisfying  reward.  Add  to  this  the  superior  experience 
and  training  provided  by  our  camps  and  you  have  something  that 
demands  a real  contribution  to  the  life  of  your  home,  church  and  com- 
munity. May  this  be  the  challenge  of  the  “Jesus  Spirit”  to  you. 

LEON  C.  TYLER. 
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Travelers  of  the  Jesus  Way,  I greet  you! 

A sojourn  in  any  of  the  camp  conferences  and  the  Trail  of  Life  has 
forever  changed.  The  wind  in  the  trees,  the  flower  by  the  wayside, 
the  flash  of  light  on  the  water,  the  sun  in  the  east,  the  glimpse  of  dis- 
tant hills,  the  hearing  of  certain  words,  the  laughter  of  players,  the 
meeting  of  a comrade — these  have  become  some  of  our  common  re- 
minders of  the  Jesus  Way  since  that  sojourn. 

So  to  you.  Traveler  of  the  Trail,  I give  greeting.  May  the  Rising 
Sun  find  you  always  on  the  Jesus  Way,  traveling  in  happy  enthusiasm 
under  the  direction  of  the  Greatest  Comrade  of  the  Trail. 

ALICE  HALE  BAKER  (Wikaca). 


organization  and  the  wonderful  spirit  you  are  able  to  produce  in  so 
short  a tirne.” 

This  spirit  characterized  the  girls’  camp  right  on  through  to  the 
very  end  of  the  schedule.  It  persisted  in  exhibiting  itself  at  all 
times,  even  on  the  night  of  the  big  storm,  for  the  girls  too  had  a 
special  little  deluge  all  of  their  own,  only  it  was  not  as  well  timed  as 
the  boys’  storm.  It  happened  on  that  same  “second”  night  in 
camp.  Along  about  midnight,  the  very  heavens  opened  and  a 
regular  cloud-burst  broke  over  the  camp.  A terrific  wind  accom- 
panied the  rain.  One  did  not  have  to  be  mind  reader  to  know  that 
something  was  “doing”  over  in  tent  row.  Hastily  donning  sweaters 
and  ponchos,  several  of  the  leaders  slipped  out  into  the  night  and 
made  for  the  tents.  Minisino  joined  the  squad  and  was  immedi- 
ately elected  to  the  position  of  “Associate  Director  of  Aquatics — 
on  Night  Duty.”  The  tents  were  a mess,  flaps  a-flying,  flys  a- 
flapping,  canvass  ripping,  stakes  pulling  out,  and  roofs  a-leaking, 
but  with  it  all,  in  answer  to  our  “How’s  everything,”  there  always 
came  a cheery  answer  from  the  girls  “Fine.”  Two  old  tents  without 


For  ten  years  the  ideal  of  “The  Jesus  Way  of  Living”  has  been  grow- 
ing in  the  hearts  of  several  thousand  boys  and  girls  and  leaders,  you 
and  I among  them.  So  rapid  has  been  the  growth  that  one  is  filled 
with  wonder  as  they  look  upon  it,  and  like  Jack’s  Bean  Stalk,  it  reaches 
into  realms  unknown.  The  adventure  is  all  before  us.  Our  leaders 
are  going  ahead.  Let  us  follow  and  conquer  the  land  in  the  name  of 
the  youth  of  America,  in  the  four-fold  way,  to  make  real  Christ’s  dream 
of  the  “abundant  life”  for  all  men. 


BONITA  FERGUSON. 
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Hello,  Campers  all! 

Yes,  we  still  think  of  you,  though  camp  has  become  a memory  of 
some  two  mmnths  or  more.  I suppose  one  reason  we  can  never  forget 
you  is  because  you  are  a challenge  to  us.  In  the  class  room,  oh  yes, 
even  where  you  think  the  challenge  is  reversed,  you  especially  challenge 
one  who  recently  has  become  accustomed  to  think  more  of  the  relative 
nutritive  value  of  spinach  and  beefsteak  rather  than  of  the  organiza- 
tion of  Councils  and  Departments.  You  challenge  us  on  the  playground 
and  in  the  camp  life  generally  to  be  worthy  of  such  privileges  of  leader- 
ship. Would  you  challenge  us  now,  if  we  could  see  you  wherever  you 
are?  Yes,  I am  sure!  Let  the  Jesus  Spirit  carry  us  on  through  the 
year. 

GLAD  WISE  CHANDLER. 


flys,  leaked  like  sieves  and  yet  the  girls  were  in  good  spirits.  With 
the  abatement  of  the  storm,  the  girls  in  these  two  tents  were  moved 
to  dry  quarters  in  the  Inn  where  they  bunked  in  with  some  of  the 
leaders  in  their  double  beds.  New  tents  and  flys  were  ordered  the 
next  day  and  thereafter  everybody  was  snug  and  dry,  even  in  the 
worst  rain. 

But  we  must  pass  on  to  the  other  camps. 

The  Colorado  Girls’  Camp 

During  the  second  week  of  the  Girls’  Camp  in  New  Hampshire, 
the  Girls’  Camp  in  Colorado  got  under  way  under  the  Directorship 
of  "Dad”  Waite.  A capacity  crowd  of  girls  and  leaders  was  on 
hand  and  "Dad”  and  "Kinj’i”  were  unanimous  in  declaring  the 
camp  to  one  of  the  best  ever  held.  The  weather  was  ideal  through- 
out the  entire  period  of  the  camp.  The  "weather”  item  is  an  im- 
portant factor  in  the  Western  camps;  old  campers  will  recall  the 
extremely  moist  season  of  1923,  when  with  uncanny  regularity,  a 
deluge  decended  on  the  camp  practically  every  day.  The  perfect 
weather  made  possible  a full  program  of  outdoor  activities, 


To  all  in  the  Jesus  Way — Greetifags! 

Isn’t  it  great  that  we  are  going  to  have  a new  Camp  paper?  If  you 
are  all  as  hungry  for  camp  news  as  I am,  you  are  eagerly  looking  for- 
ward to  the  first  edition. 

It  is  mighty  fine  of  Wadjepi  to  give  me  this  chance  to  say  “Hello” 
to  you,  especially  as  it  will  reach  the  bunch  of  campers  that  I did  not 
get  to  see  this  year.  I hope  to  meet  you  personally. 

Alay  the  true  Camp  Spirit  and  the  Jesus  Way  of  Living  be  with  you 
every  day  in  every  way  this  year,  and  let’s  all  pull  hard  for  our  “Big 
Chiefs”  and  the  Four-Folder. 

WABISI— FRED  D.  CARTWRIGHT  (Peter). 
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An  old  camper  sends  you  heartiest  greetings.  I can’t  help  going  back 
to  the  early  days  of  camp  when  we  like  you  of  more  recent  years  had 
twelve  “joyful”  days  in  camp.  Our  teachers,  Kinji,  Dad  and  Wadjepi 
showed  us  the  Jesus  way.  You,  too,  have  been  privileged  to  be  under 
the  splendid  leadership  of  these  three  men. 

Camp  days  are  pleasant  memories  but  how  about  that  vision  you 
received  on  the  Hillside?  Have  you  caught  the  gleam?  Do  you  hear 
its  ringing  call  to  you,  to  Serve,  to  Be?  Are  you  living  the  Jesus  way 
with  all  your  heart,  all  your  intellect,  all  your  strength?  Live  a life 
— do  not  only  get  a Living. 

ESTHER  I.  WILLIAMS  Comrade,  1917. 


with  mountain  climbing  as  one  of  the  top-notch  attractions. 

But  the  big  feature  in  the  social  life  of  the  Colorado  Camps  is  the 
Barbecue.  Preparations  for  the  feast  begin  as  the  first  streaks  of 
dawn  appear  through  the  gaps  in  the  Mountains.  At  this  time  the 
‘‘Masters  of  the  Barbecue,”  the  chefs,  wend  their  way  up  the 
mountain  side  to  the  small  clearing  in  the  woods  which  has  been 
chosen  as  the  scene  of  the  festivities.  The  very  first  thing  on  the 
program  is  the  building  of  a huge  fire  in  the  great  cement  trench, 
in  which  the  meat  is  to  be  roasted.  While  the  trench  is  being  heated, 
the  chefs  fall  to  work  to  get  the  calf  in  shape  for  the  barbecue. 
Many  pounds  of  salt,  and  many  juicy  onions  are  among  the  ingre- 
dients used  to  give  the  right  flavor  to  the  meat.  After  the  fire 
has  burned  at  top  height  for  four  or  five  hours,  the  coals  are  raked 
out  of  the  trench,  and  several  pails  of  water  are  put  in  to  keep  the 
meat  from  becoming  dry.  Then  the  calf  is  placed  on  the  iron  bars 
which  are  fastened  in  the  cement  half  way  between  the  top  and 
bottom  of  the  trench,  a huge  piece  of  tin  is  put  over  the  top  of  the 
pit,  clods  of  dirt  are  put  around  the  edge  of  the  tin  covering  to  seal 


To  the  many  followers  of  the  Jesus  Way  of  Life  who  have  come 
from  every  corner  of  the  continent  to  worship  and  study  in  the  great 
camps  of  the  Four-Fold  life  and  “The  Jesus  Way”:  Greetings! 

Though  miles  and  years  divide  us  there  is  still  in  my  heart,  and  ever 
will  be,  a place  for  each  of  you  and  the  continued  hope  and  prayer  that 
you  may  find  the  Jesus  way  of  life  more  wonderful  with  each  new  day 
and  that  as  life  ripens  and  expands  you  may  be  able  to  measure  more 
fully  unto  “the  measure  of  the  stature  of  the  fulness  of  Christ.” 

M.  GUY  VAN  BUSKIRK. 
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Ye  Squaws  and  Braves  of  the  many  tribes. — Greetings! 

As  we  think  back  over  the  years  of  our  camp  experience — ^we  cannot 
help  but  think  how  mightily  God  has  blessed  us,  and  how  different  the 
lives  of  every  one  of  us  would  be  it  it  were  not  for  camp.  Camp  has 
come  to  play  such  a vital  part  in  our  lives  that  we  wish  every  person 
on  this  whole  earth  might  be  one  of  our  Camp  Fellowship  and  might 
come  to  know  of  its  worthwhileness  and  ideals.  And  so  we  start  out 
this  new  epoch  of  camp  history  with  every  ounce  of  our  vitality,  with 
every  atom  of  our  loyalty,  and  with  a prayer  in  our  hearts  for  its 
success. 

MARIE  E.  SHAVER  (Tanayho). 


the  trench  and  the  first  part  of  the  job  is  done.  It  now  remains  for 
the  Chef  to  keep  his  eye  on  the  contents  of  the  oven  to  see  that  the 
meat  is  done  "just  right.”  This  is  a matter  of  six  or  seven  hours, 
running  right  on  into  the  latter  part  of  the  afternoon. 

In  the  meantime,  can  you  see  the  campers  down  below  at  the 
foot  of  the  mountain,  sitting  in  their  class  rooms,  with  their  mouths 
a-watering,  as  they  think  of  the  nice,  tender,  juicy,  delectable, 
appetizing  beef,  roasting  away  in  that  cement  trench  up  there  on 
the  mountain  side?  And  can  you  imagine  with  what  zest  they  dash 
up  the  mountain  at  the  close  of  the  afternoon  recreational  period, 
so  as  to  be  sure  to  be  right  up  in  the  front  line,  when  the  signal  is 
given  to  "fall  to.”  But  alas  for  such  anticipations,  law  and  order 
must  prevail,  so  the  campers  are  lined  up  by  their  chiefs  in  Tribal 
order,  in  which  formation  they  patiently  await  the  order  to  advance. 

"Look,  there  it  comes — Oh  Boy.”  Sure  enough  there  it  does 
come.  The  two  chefs,  armed  with  steel  pronged  hay  forks,  are 
conveying  the  calf  from  the  trench  to  the  cutting  table.  A savory 
odor  pervades  the  place,  many  exclamations  escape  the  campers. 


Dear  Brother  and  Sister  Campers: 

“You  can  measure  a rose  but  not  its  perfume,  you  can  measure  a 
stove  but  not  its  heat,  you  can  measure  a man  but  not  his  personality 
or  influence.”  In  like  manner  we  might  tabulate  statistics  but  could 
not  thus  measure  the  influences  of  our  camps  multiplied  so  many  times 
by  their  products.  Glorious  things  have  been  said  of  the  camps  but 
the  best  days  are  ahead.  To  all  who  question  may  we  reply,  with  our 
Admiral  Kinji,  “Sail  on!  Sail  on!  Sail  on!  and  on!” 

CHAS.  E,  GARRAN  (Chocorua). 
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A SUMMARY 

From  the  past — 

We  are  taking  a wealth  of  experience,  which  has  produced  conviction 
— an  increased  efficiency  as  a result  of  training,  a vast  amount  of 
energy — the  asset  of  youth. 

For  the  present — 

We  are  standing  with  this  surging  power,  patient,  because  confident, 
loyally  alert  for  the  word  to  move  on. 

To  the  future — ' 

That  the  American  Youth  to  come  may  also  know  of  the  Four-Fold 
plan  of  life — that  they  may  build  on  the  present  foundation,  a char- 
acter building  whose  breadth  and  height  will  set  a standard  for  the 
youth  of  the  world,  and  be  worthy  to  endure  through  eternity. 

EDITH  M.  CHAPMAN. 

mouths  water,  eyes  roll — one  girl  in  a tragic  tone  groans  out  loud, 
“Oh,  why  doesn't  he  hurry.”  The  chef  grabs  a big  knife,  sharpens 
it  skillfully  on  his  steel,  surveys  the  crowd  with  a benignant  glance, 
then  plunges  it,  hilt  deep,  into  the  steaming  carcass  of  the  roasted 
calf.  Soon  the  order  is  given  to  move  forward  and  down  the  line 
you  go,  holding  out  your  hands  for  a big  chunk  of  meat  between 
two  slices  of  bread,  a piping  hot  ear  of  roasted  corn,  an  equally 
piping  hot  potato,  roasted  in  live  coals,  a big  glass  of  lemonade, 
and  a generous  slice  of  cake,  baked  especially  for  the  occasion,  and 
topping  it  all  off  a big,  generous  block  of  ice  cream.  Shades  of 
Epicurus,  what  a feast!  Seconds?  Yes,  sure,  as  long  as  it  lasts, 
so  back  we  go  for  more.  Finally,  everything  has  disappeared — the 
220-pound  calf,  the  many  gallons  of  lemonade the  several  bushels 
of  potatoes  and  hundreds  of  ears  of  corn.  Everybody’s  happy  and 
full.  Then  comes  the  games,  followed  by  the  goodnight  vespers 
and  down  the  mountain  to  their  cabins  file  a happy,  contented  and 
exceedingly  friendly  group  of  girls  and  leaders,  who  have  spent 
together  another  ideal  day  of  work  and  fellowship,  in  training  for 
leadership  in  “The  Jesus  Way.” 


What  fun  to  say  “howdy”  to  all  camper  adventurers.  Have  you 
thought  that  the  challenge  of  the  Tryst  and  the  Grail  is  similar  to  that 
of  Mount  Everest  to  the  mountain  climber,  to  face  the  perils  and  defy 
difficulties,  and  to  arrive  at  the  top — ourselves  at  our  best? 

ALICE  E.  MAY. 
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No  lodge  or  fraternity  can  take  the  place  of  the  fellowship  of  those 
who  have,  together,  practiced  the  Jesus  Way  of  Living  these  past 
years  in  camp.  Greetings  to  you  in  the  name  of  Him  who  said  “I  am 
the  Way,  the  Truth  and  the  Life.”  May  our  practice  of  ‘‘His  Way” 
become  habitual. 

HENRY  R.  BOWEN. 


Colorado  Boy  Campers  Hike  to  the  “Castle” 

The  Boys’  Barbecue  is  much  the  same  as  the  Girls’,  with  just 
this  one  exception,  of  course,  that  they  consume  much  more  food 
per  capita,  although  to  see  the  girls  eat  one  wonders  how  that  could 
be  possible.  The  Boys’  Camp  in  Colorado  immediately  follows  the 
Girls’  Camp.  In  this  camp,  the  boys  struck  hands  with  their  com- 
rades in  New  Hampshire,  by  overwhelmingly  beating  the  leaders 
in  the  annual  ball  game. 

For  the  Colorado  Boy  Campers,  the  hike  to  the  ‘‘Castle”  proved 
to  be  a ‘‘high  spot”  in  the  camp  program,  in  addition  to  the  Barbe- 
cue. The  ‘‘Castle”  is  the  ruins  of  a large  house  that  was  erected 
some  twelve  or  fifteen  years  ago  by  a man  of  wealth,  who  had  hoped 
that  the  house  would  become  the  summer  home  of  the  Presidents 
of  the  United  States.  According  to  the  legend  of  the  ‘‘Castle,”  the 
building  was  totally  destroyed  by  fire  on  the  very  night  it  was 
opened.  The  hike  to  the  ‘‘Castle”  covered  a distance  of  eight  or  ten 
miles.  “Dad”  Waite,  being  the  leader  of  the  expedition,  saw  to  it 
that  no  beaten  tracks  were  followed  and  the  fellows  accordingly 


‘‘I’ll  answer  with  the  best  that’s  in  me.”  Just  as  we  sang  it  at  camp, 
with  all  the  pep  and  vigor  we  possessed,  let  us  now  live  it  in  earnest, 
spreading  the  Jesus  ideal  and  spirit  as  we  blaze  new  trails  into  the  life 
of  the  youth  of  America. 

Yours  in  true  comradeship, 

MARY  SCHROEDER  BECHTEL. 
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LEADERS  NEVER  STAND  STILL! 

Leadership  Road  on  which  we  are  traveling,  is  not  paved,  but  let 
us  make  its  rough  spots  and  its  challenges  the  “No  Parking”  signs  in 
our  lives.  So  shall  we  grow  and  find  the  glory  of  living, 

“Keep  on 
Going  on!” 

Your  comrade  on  the  way, 

RUTH  PALMER  (“Saxie”). 


had  the  fine  fun  of  working  their  way  up  and  down  the  mountains, 
across  deep  chasms  cut  out  of  the  mountain  side  by  Spring  freshets, 
over  fallen  timbers  and  through  deep  underbrush,  until  they  were 
glad  to  rest  their  weary  bones  in  a quiet  spot  near  the  ruins  of  the 
“Castle.”  Being  an  artistic  soul,  “Dad”  saw  to  it  that  the  arrival 
of  the  hikers  at  the  “Castle”  was  so  timed  that  they  could  view  the 
marvelous  mountain  sunset,  out  toward  the  “Great  Divide,”  and 
from  the  same  spot,  with  the  setting  of  the  sun,  witness  the  magni- 
ficent spectacle  of  the  City  of  Denver,  thirty  miles  distant,  being 
lighted  up  for  the  night  with  literally  millions  of  electric  lights. 
The  Vespers  Service  for  the  day  was  held  on  the  mountain  top, 
after  which  the  campers  wended  their  way  back  to  camp  by  the 
light  of  the  Full  Moon  for  a big  night’s  sleep. 

Capacity  Crowd  in  Girls’  Camp  in  Wisconsin 

While  the  Boys’  Camp  was  in  operation  in  Colorado,  the  Girls’ 
Camp  in  Wisconsin  got  under  way.  The  numerical  peak  of  the 
summer  was  reached  in  this  camp.  Every  nook  and  corner  of  the 
grounds  were  filled.  The  place  fairly  overflowed  with  girls.  Seven- 


It  is  a privilege  to  send  a greeting  to  the  Four-Folder.  Wisconsin 
chmpers  will  look  forward  to  it  with  real  interest.  Long  may  it  wave 
— that  we  may  come  to  know  better  the  Jesus  Way  of  living  for  each 
one  of  us. 

J.  L.  ROGERS  (“Rogd”). 
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The  pleasures  of  camp  life  have  become  memories,  but  may  these 
memories  abide  as  living,  vivid  experiences,  stimulating  all  the  campers 
to  higher  standards  wherever  winter  may  find  them. 

LUCILE  S.  ROUSE. 


teen  States  and  Provinces  were  represented,  from  Connecticut  on 
the  East  to  Oregon  on  the  West,  and  from  Canada  in  the  North  to 
Louisiana  on  the  South,  they  came,  over  four  hundred  and  fifty 
strong,  a happy  group  of  outstanding  girls  whose  one  big  desire  was 
to  learn  how  to  walk  more  w^orthily  in  “The  Jesus  Way.”  An 
idea  of  the  efficient  manner  in  which  this  big  group  was  handled 
may  be  had  from  the  fact  that  the  athletic  meet,  with  more  than 
1,800  entries  in  the  six  events,  was  run  off  in  a little  more  than 
two  hours  time,  with  plenty  of  time  to  change  clothes  between  the 
last  event  and  the  ringing  of  the  supper  bell.  The  same  record 
time  was  made  in  the  conduct  of  the  aquatic  meet,  there  being 
fifteen  different  events  in  the  meet. 

But  of  course  you  must  know  that  the  big  event  of  the  Wisconsin 
camps  is  the  annual  boat-ride.  Immediately  after  Hillside,  the 
entire  camp  proceeds  to  the  dock  where  the  campers  line  up  in 
tribal  formation  and  march  on  to  the  boats,  two  tribes  being  assign- 
ed to  each  boat.  Arriving  at  Geneva  City,  the  line  forms  at  once 
for  the  big  annual  Snake  Dance.  Led  by  the  head  Snake,  Wichada, 


Glad  to  say  Hello  through  Four-Folder.  Camp  has  been  one  of 
the  big  experiences  of  my  life.  I know  it  has  for  you  also.  Kinji  has 
given  us  his  best.  Let’s  show  him  we  are  back  of  him  one  hundred 
per  cent  by  giving  him  our  best  in  making  the  future  camps  bigger  and 
better  than  ever. 


FR.\NKLIN  K.  M.A.YER  (Wasw'a). 
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The  American  Youth  is  never  contented  to  stand  still.  The  first 
issue  of  THE  FOUR  FOLDER  comes  as  a challenge  to  the  hundreds  of 
campers  all  over  the  land  to  move  on.  In  one  of  his  telling  messages 
Minisino  gave  us  a motto  that  I like.  It  is  “Only  Forward.”  Is  that 
not  a fine  motto  for  us? 

HAYDEN  L.  STRIGHT. 


the  campers  link  hands  and  march  through  the  streets  to  the  town 
square,  where  they  sing  their  camp  songs  and  give  their  yells,  all 
traffic  being  held  up  by  the  Chief  of  Police  until  the  ceremony  is 
ended.  A pleasing  innovation  was  introduced  this  year  by  the 
village  drum  corps.  It  happened  that  the  members  of  the  drum 
corps  were  practicing  in  their  rooms  near  the  Square  when  the 
yelling  mob  of  girls  came  marching  up  the  street.  The  leader  of 
the  corps  conceived  the  idea  of  doing  the  job  up  right,  so  he  hustled 
his  lifers  and  drummers  to  the  street  where  they  lined  up  in  front 
of  the  procession  and  entered  into  the  enthusiasm  of  the  occasion 
like  old-time  campers. 

Suddenly  the  whistle  is  blown  by  the  head  Snake  and  in  stentorian 
tones  the  announcement  is  made  “The  boat  whistle  will  blow  in 
exactly  one  half  hour — everybody  beat  it,”  and  then  the  grand 
rush  begins.  Every  soda  fountain  and  eating  shop  in  the  town  is 
raided.  Thirty  deep  the  mob  stacks  up  in  front  of  the  fountains, 
clamoring  for  a “banana  split,”  “fudge  sundae  with  nuts,”  “Marsh- 
mallow sundae,”  “Root  beer,”  “Chocolate  Ice  Cream  Soda,”  “Ice 


The  science  sharps  say  that  alcohol  kills  every  living  thing  and  pre- 
serves every  dead  thing.  To  remain  alive  and  useful  instead  of  be- 
coming dead  and  “preserved”  is  the  ambition  of  most  forward-looking 
folks.  The  Four-Folder  in  this  respect  (as  perhaps  in  other  respects) 
s pro-Volstead.  Let’s  stay  alive  and  go  forward! 

J.  R.  MARCUM  (Kawinjag). 
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You  know  the  best  thing  I have  discovered  about  camp  is  the  fact 
that  the  things  you  learn  and  do  there  will  work  when  you  get  back 
home.  Did  you  ever  try  them?  This  thing  we  call  the  Jesus  Way, 
which  means  hard  work  and  fair  play  and  clean  living  is  going  to  have  a 
big  influence  on  the  future  of  America  and  the  world  and  we  campers 
are  going  to  do  it.  The  campers  everywhere  are  taking  their  places  in 
the  church,  the  law,  in  business  and  the  professions,  they  are  becoming 
influential  and  they  are  leaders  wherever  you  find  them.  The  Spirit  of 
Camp  goes  with  them  wherever  they  are  and  it’s  having  its  effect. 
Truly,  as  Woodrow  Wilson  said  at  Versailles,  “There  is  a wind  blovdng 
through  the  world.” 

CARL  BOLTE. 


Cream  Cone,”  etc.,  etc.  One  restaurant  was  so  swamped  with 
girls  that  the  proprietress  told  the  girls  to  go  right  back  into  the 
kitchen  and  cook  anything  they  wanted.  Immediately  there  was  a 
grand  rush  for  the  culinary  department.  Every  skillet  and  frying 
pan  in  the  place  was  brought  into  play;  steaks,  hamburg  and  other- 
wise, egg  sandwiches,  lettuce  and  tomato  sandwiches  and  other 
food  combinations  were  produced  and  when  each  girl  had  got  what 
she  wanted  she  passed  out  of  the  kitchen  into  the  restaurant,  cashed 
in  with  the  cashier,  and  got  out  of  the  restaurant  just  in  time  to 
grab  a bag  of  pop  corn,  before  the  hoarse  notes  of  the  boat  whistle 
called  the  throng  back  to  the  boat. 

The  trip  home  invariably  develops  into  a neat  race  between  the 
boats  to  see  which  makes  the  camp  dock  first.  The  result  of  the 
races  is  always  a foregone  conclusion  because  of  the  speed  of  each 
boat,  but  for  a period  of  ten  or  fifteen  minutes  there  are  plenty  of 
thrills  as  two  boats  race  “neck  and  neck”  at  a distance  of  several 
hundred  feet  apart.  But  a boat  ride  must  have  its  ending  just 
like  everything  else  and  along  about  eleven  o’clock  every- 


Hail  to  My  Camper  Comrades: 

Accept  my  message  of  great  joy  and  good  cheer  because  of  the  high 
qual’ty  camps  of  the  past  and  the  bright  outlook  for  1925.  Whether 
at  work  bench,  desk  or  books,  may  your  power  in  the  Jesus  Way  in- 
crease for  an  abundant  harvest  in  1925. 


LINDEN  S.  DODSON. 
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What  a life!  Those  two  weeks  in  the  Mountains  this  summer  were 
rich  beyond  measure.  Many  a day  since,  in  the  midst  of  the  click  of 
typewriters  and  the  busy  hum  of  our  big  office,  I’ve  caught  my  breath 
with  that  same  feeling  we  shared  when  glorying  in  those  mountains, 
those  skies,  that  air,  that  comradeship.  The  beauty,  freedom,  and 
strength  of  it  all  has  sent  us  into  each  day’s  living  with  the  constant 
challenge  of  being  and  giving  our  best- — -has  it  not?  Our  camps  with 
this  challenge  must  go  on.  Shall  we  see  it  through  with  our  Chiefs? 

LOTTIE  MAY  BOSE. 


body  is  back  safe  and  sound,  ready  to  enjoy  a big  sleep. 

The  holding  of  the  graduation  exercises  in  the  Council  Circle 
proved  to  be  one  of  the,^ost  pleasing  features  of  the  Girls’  Camp. 
It  was  a scene  long  to  be  remembered.  The  Circle  was  beautifully 
decorated  with  flowers  and  leaves  by  the  members  of  the  Junior 
Class.  The  graduates  all  of  whom  were  dressed  in  white,  sat  in  the 
lower  tier  of  seats  just  opposite  the  Chief’s  seat.  The  members  of 
the  faculty  were  seated  directly  opposite,  to  the  right  and  left  of  the 
Chief’s  seat.  The  campers  and  leaders,  dressed  in  the  clothes  of 
the  white  man,  completely  filled  the  other  space  in  the  Circle.  The 
service  was  perfect  in  its  simplicity.  Great  Chief,  Kinji-gissis, 
made  the  graduation  address,  and  the  diplomas,  twenty-seven  in 
number,  were  awarded  by  Chief  Minisino.  Both  campers  and 
leaders  were  unanimous  in  declaring  it  to  be  the  most  impressive 
graduation  service  ever  held  in  the  girls’  camp.  Lack  of  space 
prohibits  further  mention  of  the  many  other  items  of  interest  in 
the  girls’  camp.  Later  numbers  of  The  Founders'  Four-Folder. 
will  tell  the  story  more  in  detail.  So  now  we  pass  to 


We  welcome  the  advent  of  the  “Four  Folder.’’  Each  camper  will 
read  every  issue  with  interest.  It  will  form  a link  between  the  brdves 
from  the  Atlantic  to  the  Pacific  Oceans.  The  messages  from  Minisino, 
Kinji,  Wadjepi  and  Waon  will  be  read  with  keen  appreciation.  We 
bespeak  for  the  “Four  Folder’’  a wide  circulation  and  a useful  service. 

C.  R.  FISHER  (Wohbit). 
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INVESTIGATE 

Dear  Campers: 

My  message  to  you  can  be  spelled  out  in  one  word:  INVESTIGATE. 
Suppose  we  make  this  our  slogan  for  the  year  that  is  just  ahead. 

Socrates,  the  great  Greek  Philosopher,  said  “Know  Thyself.”  He 
asks  that  we  take  stock  of  ourselves.  Where  are  my  weak  points? 
Where  are  my  strong  points?  Investigate! 

Marcus  Aurelius,  the  great  Roman  Emperor,  and  thinker,  said 
“Control  Thyself.”  How  about  my  control?  Am  I master  of  my 
body?  my  thoughts?  my  circumstances?  Do  I control?  Investigate! 

Christ,  the  world’s  greatest  leader,  philosopher  and  thinker,  said 
“Give  Thyself.”  It  is  easy  to  give  money,  clothes,  food,  beautiful 
presents  to  friends,  but  it  is  very  much  harder  to  make  the  great  gift 
— SELF.  Am  I self  centered? 

This  hungry  world  and  its  needy  people  is  waiting  for,  and  I include 
myself,  YOU.  Will  you  keep  a hung^  world  and  a needy  people 
waiting  longer  or  will  you  today  give,  give  yourself.  Investigate! 

STERLING  L.  WILLIAMS  (Wichada). 


The  Closing  Gamp  of  the  Summer 

Right  at  the  very  start  we  want  it  made  very  clear  that  the 
Leaders  did  win  one  ball  game  this  summer,  and  it  happened  in 
this  very  camp.  We  will  have  to  admit  that  it  was  not  an  easy  win. 
It  was  anybody’s  game  right  up  till  the  last  man  was  out,  but  by 
staging  a spectacular  rally  in  the  last  half  of  the  last  inning,  the 
leaders  succeeded  in  saving  the  reputation  of  the  combined  leader- 
ship of  the  three  Boys’  Camps  from  three  straight  defeats.  The 
fellows  declare  they  will  even  up  next  year,  but  of  course  they  will 
find  that  the  leaders,  stronger  than  ever,  will  be  right  on  their  toes 
to  meet  them  half  way. 

Shall  we  ever  forget  the  Lydia  Pinkham  stunt  of  the  West 
\firginia  delegation?  I can  see  the  gang  now,  solemnly  marching 
into  the  Council  Circle,  accompanied  by  the  musical  notes  of 
base-drum  and  cymbals,  singing  as  they  came — 


Kicica’s  message  will  be  found  on  the  inside  back  cover.  The  gallerj^ 
would  not  be  complete  without  Kicica's  picture — so  here  it  is. 
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‘‘Oh  we  sing,  we  sing,  we  sing  to  Lydia  Pinkham 
And  her  gift,  her  gift,  her  gift  to  the  human  race. 

How  she  made,  how  she  made,  she  made  her  vegetable  com- 
pound. 

And  made  the  papers,  papers,  pa-pers  print  her  face.” 

And  when  ‘‘Bus”  Littlepage  was  made  into  a “new  woman,” 
through  the  administration  of  a copious  draught  of  the  revivifying, 
renewing,  life  giving  elixir,  the  campers  just  about  rolled  off  their 
seats.  First  place  to  West  Virginia,  was  the  vote  of  the  Judges  and 
the  decision  had  the  unanimous  approval  of  all  present.  It  was  the 
first  time  that  a comedy  stunt  had  ever  taken  first  place. 

When  the  night  of  the  annual  boat  ride  came  round,  the  boys, 
not  to  be  outdone  by  the  girls,  took  their  own  band  along  with  them, 
base-drum  and  all,  and  oyh,  oyh,  oyh,  what  a noise  they  did  make. 
The  only  trouble  with  the  proposition  was  the  fact  that  the  band 
was  composed  of  so  many  artists  that  it  was  with  the  greatest 
difficulty  that  they  could  be  persuaded  to  leave  their  solo  work 
long  enough  to  play  together.  By  the  time  the  snake  dance  got- 
under  way,  they  were  able  to  unite  their  efforts  in  an  acceptable 
rendition  of  the  old  favorite 

“Rejoice,  rejoice,  the  multitudes  assemble. 

Why  should  we  concern  ourselves  at  present.” 

The  Girls’  Graduation  service  in  the  Council  Circle  proving  to  be 
such  a great  success,  it  was  decided  that  the  Boys’  Graduation 
exercises  also  should  be  held  out-doors.  By  the  close  of  the  Boys’ 
Camp,  the  millions  of  mosquitos  that  swarmed  into  the  Girls’ 
Camp,  had  departed  for  parts  unknown,  with  the  result  that  the 
Boys’  Graduation  service  was  free  from  the  annoyance  of  these 
savage  pests.  The  number  of  graduates  in  this  camp  this  year 
was  smaller  than  usual  due  to  the  inability  of  some  of  the  members 
of  the  graduating  class  to  get  to  camp  because  of  the  unusually 
late  harvest.  One  camper  wrote  “I’m  all  broken  up  because  of  my 
inability  to  get  to  camp.  The  fact  of  the  matter  is,  I have  been 
working  in  the  harvest  fields  fourteen  hours  a day,  and  I don’t 
know  how  long  it  is  going  to  keep  up.”  The  boys  who  missed  out, 
of  course,  will  be  given  a chance  to  complete  their  work  in  next 
year’s  camp. 

The  closing  session  of  the  Boys’  Camp  was  one  of  the  most 
impressive  “Farewell  Services”  ever  held  in  any  of  the  camps.  So 
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many  boys  insisted  on  giving  their  testimony  as  to  the  value  they 
had  received  from  the  work  of  the  camp,  that  it  finally  became 
necessary  for  Kinji  to  limit  the  number  of  speakers.  Even  when 
this  was  done,  there  were  some  who  insisted  that  they  be  heard. 
Those  who  had  received  honors  and  those  who  had  not,  vied  with 
each  other  in  extolling  the  worthwhileness  of  the  Camp  Confer- 
ences. Many  announcements  were  made  by  the  campers  of 
definite  decisions  they  had  made  to  dedicate  their  lives  in  service 
to  our  great  Leader,  Jesus  Christ,  and  on  the  part  of  every  last 
speaker  there  was  voiced  the  determination  to  measure  up  more 
fully  to  the  opportunities  that  are  offered  for  service  in  their  local 
churches  and  communities. 

In  the  faint  glow  of  the  dying  embers  of  the  camp  fire,  the  last 
hymn  was  sung,  the  last  prayer  offered,  the  last  farewell  said,  and 
the  camps  of  the  summer  of  1924  had  become  a matter  of  history, 
gloriously  written  by  the  more  than  thirteen  hundred  campers  and 
leaders  who  were  in  attendance. 

The  next  morning  came  the  final  handshakes,  and  cheery  goodbys 
as  the  fellows  scattered  to  the  four  corners  of  the  Continent,  and 
above  all  could  be  heard  the  oft  repeated,  enthusiastic  call  “So  long 
Kinji,  so  long  Dad,  so  long  Wadjepi,  we’ll  see  you  next  year.” 
Oh,  say,  isn’t  this  a great  old  world? 

Of  the  more  serious  phases  of  camp  life  we  shall  write  later. 
The  strong  educational  program,  with  its  fine  lecture  and  many 
study  periods,  the  evening  inspirational  services  where  the  leaders 
opened  their  hearts  to  the  campers,  the  many  valuable  contacts 
with  outstanding  leaders,  the  devotional  periods  in  tent  and  cottage 
groups — all  of  these  are  long  stories  in  themselves.  The  records, 
as  written,  have  already  spoken  volumes  of  the  great  achievements 
of  the  many  campers  who  attended  the  camps  of  1924.  The  lessons 
have  been  well  learned.  The  onward  march  of  youth  in  Kingdom 
leadership  has  been  greatly  accelerated.  The  followers  of  “The 
Jesus  Way”  are  one  in  ideals  and  objectives.  Forward  is  the 
watchword.  Ever  forward. 

P.  G.  O. 
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Our  Leaders 

A camp  isn’t  just  a place  and  it  isn’t  just  a group  of  buildings. 
It  is  folks  who  make  a camp,  just  as  it  is  folks  who  make  a college, 
who  give  it  spirit ; who  make  it  alma  mater. 

Camp  to  those  thousands  of  us  who  have  gone  there  since 
1914  is  what  it  is  because  of  folks— because  of  Kinji,  Wadjepi  and 
Dad;  because  of  Mother  Bryner,  Mrs.  Alec,  Beth  Nutting,  Helen 
Lovett,  Helen  Palk,  Esther  I.,  Big  and  Little  Bonnie,  Clarie  Wright 
and  Horace  and  a host  of  others  who  have  given  themselves  to  make 
camp  for  us.  Our  Camp  is  a spiritual  thing;  it  is  friendship  with  the 
Master  and  with  folks.  Because  of  camp,  many  of  us  have  left 
the  hilltop  to  go  down  into  the  valleys  and  work  as  we  have  never 
worked  before.  We  have  caught  the  vision  in  the  class  room,  on 
the  playground,  at  hillside,  in  the  Council  Circle  of  the  Jesus-way; 
we  have  answered  the  challenge  with  the  best  that  was  in  us. 

And  camp  is  camp  because  of  the  magnificent  leadership  we 
have  had.  It  has  always  been  splendid;  but  this  year  it  seemed 
better  than  ever.  With  the  camp  spirit  that  the  leaders  have  given 
us  we  are  going  out  to  live  the  Jesus- way. 

Renaming  Wadjepi 

We  do  not  know  what  the  Indian  name  meaning  “Patience” 
would  be,  but  we  do  believe  that  it,  whatever  it  is,  should  be  award- 
ed to  Wadjepi,  who  in  Kinji ’s  absence  during  the  first  part  of  the 
Girls’  Camp  smiled  in  the  face  of  anything  and  everything. 

Even  those  campers  who  insisted  on  leaving  their  sweaters 
on  the  dock  and  their  cameras  in  the  Tipi  could  not  daunt  his  smil- 
ing spirit.  He  laughed  at  (or  was  it  with)  the  Missouri  “Mules” 
who  declared  in  song  that  he  was  “so  tall  and  fat  they  scarce  could 
see  his  hat.”  And  without  a murmur  he  delivered  the  numberless 
“specials”  which  would  come  daily  to  certain  favored  ones  even 
though  he  probably  wished  they  were  in — -let  us  say,  the  pockets 
of  those  who  sent  them.  And  underneath  the  smile,  we  all  knew 
that  he  carried  the  weight  of  a camp  of  four  hundred  and  fifty  girls 
on  his  mind  and  heart. 

Commencement 

Commencement  was  unique  this  year  in  more  than  one  par- 
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ticular.  For  the  first  time  in  the  history  of  any  of  the  camps  the 
graduation  exercises  were  held  in  the  Council  Circle. 

There  was  a spirit  in  the  Council  the  19th  of  August  that  had 
never  been  there  before,  at  least,  so  it  appeared  to  the  twenty-seven 
Beacons  who  received  their  diplomas  from  Minisino’s  own  hand. 
Never  did  Kinji’s  voice  ring  with  a more  earnest  challenge ; never 
did  his  campers  hear  him  with  a more  sincere  purpose  in  their 
hearts  to  answer  with  the  best  that  was  in  them.  From  the  minute 
Wadjepi  opened  the  meeting  until  Kodaya’s  closing  prayer,  the 
Master  of  the  Four-Fold  Way  seemed  to  be  there. 

The  Old  Grads 

Will  you  ever  forget  hillside  the  night  the  graduates  and 
leaders  of  the  camp  sat  in  the  Grail?  Every  class  was  represented 
from  1914  with  Helen  Kintzinger  to  last  year’s  class  with  “Osh- 
kosh” from  Wisconsin,  and  a great  aggregation  they  were. 

Truly  their  challenge  in  song,  “Faith  of  Our  Fathers”,  stirred 
the  very  depths  of  our  souls  and  made  us  want  to  “answer  with 
the  best  that  was  in  us,”  from  the  smallest  freshman  girl  to  the 
largest  Beacon. 

One  More  Glass 

Evidently  the  leaders  of  the  camps  this  year  thought  that  all 
play  and  no  work  might  make  the  girls  poor  leaders  for  they  con- 
spired together  to  relieve  us  of  every  spare  minute  we  had  and  to 
fill  our  waking  minutes  gloriously  full  to  overflowing. 

An  extra  class  somehow  or  other  made  its  way  into  our  already 
busy  day  and  yet  the  camp  went  on  every  minute  at  record  speed 
and  we  just  ran  a little  faster  to  the  dip  and  to  chapel. 

Lost  and  Found 

Mother  Bryner  claims  the  honor  of  being  the  most  popular 
leader  in  the  girls’  camp,  for  did  she  not  receive  three  hundred  and 
fifty  calls  in  less  than  two  weeks?  Her  room,  which  was  the  head- 
quarters for  the  lost  and  found  department,  resembled  more  a 
pawn  shop  than  anything  else.  Everything  from  blankets  to  pencils 
and  from  ring  to  notebooks  found  their  way  to  her  room,  and  always 
brought  in  their  train  a stream  of  owners  wishing  to  reclaim  that 
which  was  lost. 

When  in  Council  Circle  the  last  night  Kinji  called  upon  Mother 
Bryner  to  give  her  impression  of  camp,  with  a chuckle  she  said, 
“now  that  the  Beacons  are  gone,  I shall  advise  the  Kiwadas  to  ask 
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and  it  shall  be  given  you;  the  Challengers  to  knock  and  it  shall  be 
opened  unto  you;  and  the  Seekers,  to  seek  and  ye  shall  find.” 

Kodaya’s  Baccalaureate  Address. 

Only  Kodaya  could  have  spoken  as  he  did  to  the  Beacon  class 
in  his  Baccalaureate  Address  the  last  Sunday  morning  of  camp  on 
the  '‘Light  of  God.”  His  message  sank  deep  into  the  hearts  of  every 
graduate,  and  provided  food  for  thought  for  all  who  heard  him. 

Like  an  echo  of  his  message  was  the  Beacon  hymn  of  conse- 
cration, “Light  of  God,  Sweet  Light  of  God,  Linger  on  With  Me,’’ 
followed  by  the  song-prayer  of  the  graduating  class,  “Beacon 
Light,  Our  Beacon  Light,  Shine  on  in  our  Hearts.” 

The  Last  Will  and  Testament  of  The  Beacon  Class 

The  graduates  ran  true  to  form  this  year,  in  that  they  left 
behind  them  bits  of  advice  to  the  other  classes  in  the  form  of  a last 
will  and  testament. 

To  Kodaya  they  willed  the  only  eight  words  in  Webster’s 
LFnabridged  that  he  does  not  know ; to  the  freshmen  they  left  their 
senior  dignity ; to  the  Seekers,  a field  glass  for  their  Indian  on  their 
stone  on  the  fireplace;  to  the  Challengers,  the  other  glove  for  their 
stone;  to  the  inhabitants  of  Oak  Lawn,  an  escalade  which  would 
insure  their  prompt  attendance  at  setting  up  exercises  and  the  dip ; 
to  Midge  Waite,  ten  more  sweaters  of  different  hues,  and  to  “Rog,” 
a machine  which  would  automatically  turn  the  lake  upside  down 
to  see  that  every  camper  took  a dip. 

This  and  That! ! ! 

What’s  in  a name?  The  freshmen  have  proved  to  us  that  a 
name  can  mean  everything.  They  chose  to  call  themselves  Kiwadas, 
“KI”  for  Kinji;  “WA”  for  Wadjepi;  and  “DA”  for  Dad  Waite. 
In  thus  honoring  the  men  who  have  put  the  SPIRIT  into  our 
camps,  the  freshmen  have  spoken  the  sentiment  of  all  campers 
everywhere.  We  are  proud  of  the  Kiwadas. 


Twenty-seven  Beacons  were  duly  elected  to  membership  in 
the  Good  Turn  Bean  Society  of  which  Minisino  is  the  ruling  spirit 
and  guiding  light.  Little  red  beans  were  presented  to  each  graduate 
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by  Minisino  himself.  Noav  every  Beacon  as  she  reaches  for  her 
handkerchief  in  her  pocket  touches  the  emblem  of  the  order,  and 
it  whispers  back  to  her,  “Have  you  done  your  good  turn  today?” 


Remember  the  tongue  twisters  of  grade  school  days  when  you 
tried  to  repeat  without  hesitation,  “Peter  Piper  picked  a peck  of 
pickled  peppers?”  Try  Kodaya’s  “discombobulated”  version  of 
“Evolu”  if  you  want  to  break  the  “pickled  pepper”  record. 


Questioner:  “Do  you  know  where  all  the  mosquitoes  in  the 

world  come  from?” 

Any  camper  or  leader:  “Yes,  indeed!  They  infest  the  Council 
Circle  in  droves  any  afternoon  after  a heavy  rain.” 

To  go  back  into  the  valley  and  work  out  the  inspiration  of  the 
hill-top — that  seemed  to  be  the  purpose  of  every  camper  who  had 
the  opportunity  of  giving  her  testimony  at  the  last  council  circle. 
The  theme  of  the  Beacon’s  Sunday  morning  service  in  the  Young 
People’s  Department,  “Launch  out  into  the  deep  and  let  down 
your  nets  for  a haul,”  seemed  to  have  found  root  in  the  thinking 
of  every  camper. 

We  wonder  where  Gwen  got  the  deep  bass  voice  which  helped 
the  Missouri  Mules  “hee  haw”  so  loudly — and  we  wonder  too  where 
she  got  the  manly  wearing  apparel  she  costumed  herself  in  for  the 
“Hiawatha”  stunt  in  Grand  Council. 


Shall  we  ever  forget  Katrine  and  Charlie,  the  Dutch  pair,  who 
taught  us  all  to  sing,  “Oh,  ya,  now  ain’t  dat  fine,  Katrine  my  dar- 
ling, she’s  going  to  be  mine?” 


More  Awards  Than  Ever 

All  records  in  awards  were  broken  this  year  at  the  girls’  camp. 
Seventy-eight  pillow  tops  were  given,  twenty-two  of  which  went  to 
freshmen  girls.  Minisino  himself  presented  the  two  hundred  and 
forty-two  freshmen  girls  with  the  Danforth  pin  which  is  awarded 
for  class  work  and  attendance. 

Fifteen  bar  pins,  twelve  lavalliers,  one  ring,  four  bronze,  two 
silver  and  one  gold  medal  were  awarded  to  Campers.  All  rejoiced 
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with  Alice  May  when  Kinji  presented  her,  an  alumnus  of  the 
camps,  with  a gold  medal. 

Every  member  of  the  graduating  class  received  some  award 
for  outstanding  leadership  in  camp.  Pennsylvania  had  to  forfeit 
the  state  shield  to  Illinois  and  Susquehanna  the  tribal  shield  to 
Navajo. 

GLAD.  PENNINGTON. 


Two  More  Betty  Anns  Enroll  for  1940 

The  first  of  these  two  Betty  Anns  is  little  Miss  Mayer,  who 
announced  her  arrival  during  the  month  of  August  at  the  home  of 
her  parents.  Professor  and  Mrs.  Herbert  C.  Mayer,  Auburndale, 
Mass. 

The  second  little  Betty  Ann  is  the  small  daughter  of  Mrs. 
Earl  O.  (Milly)  Snider,  born  on  the  18th  day  of  September  at 
Beckley,  W.  Va. 

Both  of  these  young  ladies  have  requested  their  estimable 
parents  to  see  that  places  are  reserved  for  them  in  the  Older  Girls’ 
Camp  of  1940.  We  want  to  assure  the  two  Bettys  that  their  parents 
have  attended  to  this  matter  and  that  their  places  have  been  re- 
served. 

The  Four-Folder  sends  heartiest  congratulations  to  Kicica 
and  Whosum-naab,  and  to  Milly  and  her  husband. 
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A November  Christmas  Party 

Now  is  the  time  for  your  class  and  Department  to  hold  their 
November  Christmas  Party.  That’s  a new  one  on  some  of  you, 
isn’t  it?  The  idea  is  exceedingly  practical.  Have  you  ever  stopped 
to  think  that  the  ‘'Christmas  Boxes”  for  the  Foreign  Mission  Fields 
that  are  packed  and  shipped  at  Christmas  time,  do  not  reach  their 
destination  until  some  time  in  February?  Likewise,  gifts  shipped 
at  Christmas  time  to  home  mission  points,  do  not  reach  destina- 
tion until  long  past  Christmas.  The  November  Christmas  party 
simply  means  that  you  give  your  class  and  departmental  members 
a chance  to  assemble  their  gifts,  toys,  books,  clothing,  etc.,  early  in 
November,  when  they  are  immediately  packed  and  shipped  so 
as  to  reach  the  Field  by  Christmas  time.  Have  a regular  Christmas 
Party,  particularly  keeping  in  mind  the  Missionary  outreach  of 
your  church.  An  adaptation  of  the  “White  Gifts”  Service  could 
be  made.  This  party  can  be  made  to  serve  as  a great  rallying 
activity  of  your  Department,  as  you  begin  your  Fall  and  Winter 
work.  Write  to  your  own  denominational  Board  of  Foreign  Mis- 
sions for  suggestions  as  to  types  of  gifts  desired,  as  well  as  for  de- 
tailed information  regarding  the  foreign  missionary  interests  of 
your  Church.  Do  not  lose  time  on  this.  Appoint  a committee 
at  once  and  get  your  plans  under  way. 


Father  and  Son  Week 

The  annual  Father  and  Son  Celebration  is  scheduled  for  the 
week  of  November  10-16.  You  can  secure  a copy  of  the  suggested 
program  through  your  State  Sunday  School  Association  or  Council 
of  Religious  Education.  The  International  Committee  of  the 
Young  Men’s  Christian  Associations  have  gotten  out  an  attrac- 
tive folder  containing  many  helpful  suggestions  for  the  promotion 
of  the  celebration.  Announcement  also  is  made  in  this  folder  of 
the  list  of  supplies  obtainable  from  the  Association  Press  for  making 
the  celebration  a success.  The  National  Council  of  the  Young 
Women’s  Christian  Associations  also  are  promoting  the  event. 
Write  to  your  Denominational  Publishing  House  for  any  material 
they  may  have.  If  you  have  overlooked  the  observance  of  Father 
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and  Son  Week  and  it  seems  to  be  impossible  for  you  to  participate 
in  the  November  10-16  celebration,  then  plan  right  now  for  your 
own  celebration  on  dates  that  gear  in  with  your  local  church 
schedule.  By  all  means  observe  Father  and  Son  week  in  your 
church. 


Leadership  Training  Glass 

Every  Sunday  School,  no  matter  what  the  size,  should  have 
a permanent  leadership  training  class  in  its  scheme  of  organization. 
This  class  should  be  made  up  of  picked  older  boys  and  older  girls 
from  the  school  and  also  recruited  from  the  ranks  of  young  people 
of  the  church  who  may  not  be  attending  Sunday  School.  The  class 
should  meet  at  the  regular  Sunday  School  hour  in  connection  with 
the  Sunday  School.  The  Standard  Teacher  Training  Text  books 
should  be  used.  Secure  copies  from  your  Denominational  Pub- 
lishing House.  Write  to  your  State  Association  or  Council  office, 
or  your  Denominational  Headquarters  for  suggestions  for  organi- 
zing a training  class.  Remember,  it  is  not  necessary  to  have  a big 
crowd  in  order  to  put  this  plan  into  operation.  Two  or  three  in  a 
small  school  can  get  just  as  good,  or  even  better,  results  than  a large 
group  in  a large  school.  If  you  do  not  have  a teacher  training 
class  for  young  people  meeting  at  the  regular  Sunday  School  hour, 
set  yourself  to  the  task  of  organizing  such  a class  THIS  MONTH. 

P.  G.  O. 
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My  Creed 

I BEL  I EVE  in  young  people  for  in 
them  lies  the  promise  of  future  attain- 
ment., In  their  hands  rests  the  power 
of  new  achievement;  in  their  eyes  flashes 
the  light  of  new  visions;  in  their  hearts 
burns  the  purpose  of  new  convictions. 

I believe  in  the  Jesus  Way  of  Living, 
because  it  is  the  Christ  challenge  to  love 
God  wholly  and  man  unreservedly. 

I believe  in  the  Four-fold  Life  as  the 
' Christ  way  of  growing.  As  Jesus  grew, 

I 

so  rhay  we  grow  **in  wisdom  and  stature 
and  in  favor  with  God  and  man,”  reaching 
the  full  measure  of  development  which 
belongs  to  the  fulness  of  Christ.” 

To  this  I dedicate  my  life  that  I may 
“be  my  own  self  at  my  best  all  the  time,” 
in  bringing  young  people  to  the  Jesus  Way. 


HERBERT  C.  MAYER  (Kicica). 


See  the  Invisible 

Be  the  Superhuman 

The  Utmost  for  the 
Highest 


